

Macb. TheT 


e's full. 

- henox. Heerers aplacc refcrtfd"Sir, 

Macb. Where? ^ 
Lenox. Hccre my good Lcjfcd. 
jWhat is't chat moues your Highncflc t 
< * C?ICr£#. vv Hfch 01 you haue done this ? 
Lords. . What; my good Lord? 
Macb. Thou can ft not fays i«did k : ncuer (hake 
Thy goary loekes at *nc. 

j Ityfc; GeAiiemrnhfcyhtS'Highneirefs not well. 

Sit worthy Friea<ijr.: my Lord is often thus, 
jAnd hath bcerrefrorn his youth* Pray you keepe Scat, 
.♦The fit is mpraenrary, vpon <x thought 
He will againe be well. If much younote him 
jYouftiall offend him, and extend bisPafTion^ 
'Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ? 
5 M$tb. I , atnd a bold one, that dare looke on that 
Which might appall the DiuelL 
I La. O proper ftuffe : 
fTBis- is the vfcsy painting of your feare : 
JThis is the Ayie-drawlie^Dagger which you faid 
[Led you to 'Dmcan. O, theft flawes and ftarts 
j(Impoftor$ td;rruefcare) would well become 
JA womans ftory, at a Winters fire 
jAuthorifc'd by her Grandam : fhame it fclfe, 
jVVhy do you make fuch faces ? When all's done 
You looke but on* a ftoolc. 
I Macb. ftrythee fee there : 
^Behold, looke, loe, how fay you : 
JWhy what care I , if thou canft nod, fpeake too, 
IfCharnellhoufes, and ourGraucs muft fend 
^Thofethat we bury, backer our Monuments 
Shall be the Mawciof Kytcs. 

la. What? quite vnmann'd in folly. 
Macb. Ifi (land heere,I fa whim. 
| La. Fieforfbame. 

Macb. Bfaodhath bene fhed ere now,f th'olden time 
'Ere humane Statute purgVi thegentle Wealc : 
I,and fincc too, Murthcrs haue bene perfornVd 
Too terrible fpr the care. The times has bene, 
T/hat when the Braines wcreour, the man would dye, 
And there an end : But now they rife againe 
With twenty mortoll murthers on their crownes/ 
And pufli vs fronrout ftooles. This is more ftrange 
Then fuch a murther is. 
. La. My worthy Lord 
Your Noble Friends do lacke you. 

Macb. I do forget: 
Donotmufeat my inoft worthy Friends, 
I haue a ftrange mfinnity,whkh is nottiing 
To thofe charJuuuv me. Come,louc and health to all, 
Then He fit downc :Giue me Gsmt Wine,fill full : 

Enter Ghofl. 
I dihvke to djSjgttferall ioy o'tlV whole Table, 
And to our decre Friend ^Bancjuo^ whom wemiflfc: 
Would he were hecrc:: to all, -and him we thirfi, 
And ail to all. 

Lords. Our duties, and the pledge. 
CMac. Auant, & quit my fight,lex the earth hide thec: 
Thy bones are niarrowleffc, thy blood is cold : 
Thou haft no 'peculation in thofe eyes 
j Which thou diift giire with, 
j La. Thinke of this good Peerw 
| But as a thing of Cuftomc : Tisno other, 
j Oncly it fpoylcs the pleafure of the tirpc, 
) M.ict. VVhat man dare, I dare : 


Tbe^ragedie of <t%£ octet h. 


Approach thou like the rugged Ruffianly? 
Trie arnVd Rhinoceros, or th'Hircan Tiger 
Take any (hape but that, and my firtne Nerues 
Shall neucr tremble. Or be aliue againe 
And daremeto the DefartwkhthyS word • 
If trembling I inhabit then, proteft mee 
The Baby of a Girle* Hence horrible fhadow 
Vnrealimock'ry hence. Why fo, being gone' 
I am a man againe : pray you fit ftill. 

La. You haue difplac'd the mirth, 
Broke the good mceting,with moft admir'd AuL j 

Macb. Can fuch things be, U ° rdcr . 
And oucrcomc vs like a Summers Clowd 
Without our fpeciall wonder? You make me ft ranp , 
Euen to the difpofition that I owe, S c 
When now I thinke you can behold fuch fipj lts 
And keepe the naturall Rubie of your ChecW 
When mine is blanch'd with feare. 

Roffe. What fights,my Lord? 

La. IprayyouJpcakenot:hegroweswotfe& w . r 
Q^ieflion enrages him : at once, goodmohr. 
Stand not vpon the order ofyour going, 
But go at once. 

Len. Goodnight and better health 
Attend his Maiefty. 

La. A kinde goodnight to all. 

Macb. It will haue blood they fay. 
Blood will haue Blood : 

Stones haue bcene knowne to moue,& Trees to fpeake ■ 
Augures t and vnderftood Relations,hauc 
By Maggot Pycs,& Choughes,&Rookes brought f on | 
The fccret'ft man of Blood. What is the night? 
La. Almoftat oddes withmorning.whichts which, 
Macb.Howizy'R thou that ^/^/denicshispcrfon 
At our great bidding. 

La: Did you fend to him Sir? 
Macb. I heare it by the way : But I will fend ; 
There's not a one of them but in his houfe 
I keepe a Scruant Feed. I will to morrow 
(And betimes I will) to the weyard Sifters. 
More fhall they fpeake : for now I am bent to know 
By the wor ft meanes, the worft, for mine owne good, 
All caufes fhall giue way* I am in blood 
Stepr in fo farre, that fhould I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go ore : 
Strange things I haue in head, that will to hand, 
Which muft be aftcd, ere they may be fcand. 
La. You lacke the feafon of all Natures,flecpe, 
Macb*Gomt % v9t€\ to fleepc : My ftrange & felf-abufc 
Is the initiate feare,that wants hard vfc; 
We arc yet but ypng indeed. Exeunt, 


Scena Quinta. 


Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting 
Hccat. 

I . Why how now Hecat, you looke angerly ? 

Hec. Haue I not reafon (Beldams) as you are f 
Sawcy,and ouer-bold, how did you dare 
To Trade, and Traffickc mth Macbeth, 
In Riddles,and Affaires of death j 
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The Tragedie of (JMatbeth. 
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^nd 1 the M iftriit oi y our Charmcs, 

Xhc clofc contriucr of all harmes, 

V?as neuer call'd to bearc my part, 

Or lhcw the glory of our Art ? 

And which is worfe, all you haue done 

Hath bene but for a wayward Sonne, 

Spightfull,and wrathful!, who (3s others do) 

Loues for his owne ends, not for you. 

gut make amends now : Get you gon, 

^nd at the pit of Acheron 

IvJeetc me i'th'Morning : thither he 

\Vill come, to know his Deftinie. 

Yow Veffels, and your Spels prouide. 

y our Charmes 5 and cuery thing befide ; 

j am for th'Ay re : This night I le fpend 

y nt o a difmall. and a Fatall end . 

Great bufincfle muft be wrought ere Noonc 

Vpon the Corner of the Moone 

There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound, 

He catch it ere it come to ground ; 

that diftilfd by Magicke flights, 
Shall raife fuch Artificial! Sprights, 
^sbytheftrength oftheir illufion, 
Shall draw him on to his Confufion. 
He (hall fpurne Fate, fcorne Death, and beare 
His hopes 'boue Wiiedon^Gracejand Feare: 
And you all know, Security 
IsMortals cheefeft Enemie. 

Muficke^and a Song. 
Hcarke, I am call'd : my little Spirit fee 
Sits in a Foggy cloud, and ftayesforme. 

Sing within. Come away, come away \<&c m 
1 Come, let's make haft, (hee*i foone be 
Backe againe. Exeunt. 


Selena Sexta. 


Snter Lenox >and another Lord. 

Lenox. My former Speeches, 
Haue but hit your Thoughts 
Which can interpret farther : Onely I fay 
Things haue bin ftrangely borne. The gracious Duncan 
Was pittied of Aiacbeth : marry he was dead : 
And the ri ght valiant Banquo walk'd too late, 
Whom you may fay (ift pleafe you) Fleans kiird, 
For Fleans fled : Men muft not walke too late. 
Who cannot want the thought,how monflrous 
Itwasforyl/d/r0/*0dr,and {ox Bonalbane 
Tokill their gracious Father ? Damned Fa&, 
How it did gveeue Macbeth ? Did he not ftraight 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tcare, 
That were the Slaues of drinke, and thrallcs of fleepe ? 
Was not that Nobly done? 1, and wifely too : 
For 'twould haue anger'd any heart aliue 
To heare the men deny't. So that I lay, 
He ha's borne all things well, and I do thinke, 
That had he Duncans Sonnet voder his Key, 
(As.and'c pleafe Heauen he fhall not) they fhould findc 
What 'twere to kill a Father : So (hould Fleans. 
But peace ; for from broad words,and caufe he fayl'd 
His prefence at the Tyrants Feaft, I heare 
CHacd'ifeliues in difgtace. Si^can you tell 


Where he heftowes himfelfe ? 

Lord. The Sonnes of Duncans 
(From whom this Tyrant holds the due of Birth) 
Liues in the Englifli Courc,and is receyu'd 
Of the moft Pious Edward, with fuch grace, 
That the rnaleuolence of Fortune, nothing 
Takes from his high refpeft. Thither Macduffe 
Is gone, to pray the Holy King, vpon his ayd 
To wake Northumberland ,and warlike Seyward, 
That by the hclpe of thefc (with him abouc ) 
To ratifie the Worke) we may againe 
Giue to our Tables meatc, fleepe to our Nights : 
F»ee from our Feafts^nd Banquets bloody kniues ; 
Do faithfull Homage, and receiue free Honors, 
All which we pine for now. And this report 
Hath fo exafperate their King, that hee 
Prepares for fome attempt of Warre. 

Len. Sent hero Macdssffe? 

Lord. He did : and with an abfoiutcSir 5 not I 
The clowdy Meflenger turnes me his backe, 
And hums; as who fhould fay, you* I rue the time 
That cJogges me with this Aniwei 

Lenox. And that well might 
Aduifc him to a Caution, t hold what diftance 
His wifedome can prouide. Some holy Angell 
Flye to the Court of England, and vnfold 
HisMefiage ere he come, thai a fwift blciTing 
May fooric returne to this our fuftering Country, 
Vnder a hand accurs'd. 

Lord, lie fend my Prayers with him. Exeunt 


JBus Quartus. Scena Trima. 


7hmder. Enter the three Witches. 

1 Thrice the brinded Cat hath mew'd . 

a Thrice,and once the Hedge-Pigge whin'd. 

3 Harpicr cricSj'tis time, 'tis time. 

1 Roundabout the Caldron go; 
In thepoylondEntrailes throw 
Toad, that vnder cold ftone, 
Dayes and Nights, ha's thirty one : 
Sweltred Venom deeping got, 
Boyle thoufirft i'th'charrrscdpot. 

All. Double, double, toile and trouble ; 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

2 Fillet of a Fenny Snake, 

In the Cauldron boyle and bake : 
Eye of Newt, and Toe of Frogge, 
Wooll of Bat, and Tongue of Dogge : 
Adders Forke, and Blinde-wormes Sting, 
Lizards legge, and Howlets wing : 
For a Charme of powrefull trouble, 
Like a HelLbroth, boyle and bubble. 

&s4H. Double, double, toyle and trouble, 
Fire burne, and Cauldron bubble. 

3 Scale ofDragon, Tooth of Wolfe, 
Witches Mummey, Maw,and Gulfc 
Of the rauin'd falc Sea (harke : 

Roote of Hemlocke, digg'd i th'darke : 
Liuer of Blafpheming lew, 
Gall of Goatc, and Slippes of Yew, 
Sliuefd in the Mooncs Ecclipfe s 


Nofc/ 


